IN THE course of the next few weeks I learned that though
your chosen work may cost you heavily it comforts you in
times of stress. Above all, if you are a woman and therefore
apt to be emotional and personal, it compels you to be
impersonal. It pulls you up by the bootstraps out of the
bog of self-pity.

That is your reward.

And the reward is worth the price you pay for it. No
matter how great. I found it so.

I held to my intention to remain in England for a number
of years, and turned down several American offers. I felt
I must re-identify myself with my own people and with the
British theatre.

I was working at top speed, and work was good. I played
in Take Two from One, which had been translated from
the Spanish of Martinez Sierra. The play was only fair,
and the audience did not like me in a role which was so
foreign to the parts I had played.

I had better luck with Can the Leopard ; . .? with Ian
Hunter, at the Theatre Royal in the Haymarket that winter.
I was the leopard of the title, an irresponsible, untidy, but
fascinating lady whose husband tried, unsuccessfully, to
reform her. The play, by Ronald Jeans, got good notices,
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